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somehow, It Is hard to imagine that anyone owns

these forests. No birds sing in them, no hares
start up. At one spot someone has attempted a
tiny holding and may possibly have lived there,
but not for long. The boards nailed over the

windows arc grey with age.

Only gadflies escort the traveller from parish
to parish in the summer, whirling round the

heated horse the whole way.

Noon has come.   At a certain point on the
heath road Juha Toivola sits at the wayside,
overcome by the heat.   He has been to Tuorila;
to-day is the third day since he left there, and he
is no farther than this.   He has made slow pro-
gress.   He spent one night at Tampere in the
waiting-room of one of the shop-keepers;   he
bought a loaf in the market-place in the morning
and has eaten that.   He also bought half a kilo
of coffee and the same quantity of sugar, and in
his bag he still has eight marks, a five-penni coin
and three pennis.   He still has that much left of
the money given him at Tuorila.   The problem
of how best to spend It weighs on his mind.   A
drink would have tasted fine, but he lacked the
courage to walk Into the shop where they sold
spirits.   Those marks were the fruit of his high
quest   and   therefore   trebly   valuable.     They
burned and stung him.   At home a score of
matters awaited him for which the money ought